POEMS.	42 L
You say that love's a crime; content:
Yet this allow you must, More joy's in Heaven if one repent,
Than over ninety just.
Sin then, dear girl, for Heaven's sake,
Repent and be forgiven; Bless me, and hy repentance make
A holiday in Heaven I
ON THE PICTURE OP RICHARD NASH, ESQ, MASTER OP THE  OEEEMONTES  OP  BATH,
LAOED  AT   FTTLL   LENGTH   BETWEEN   THE   BUSTS   OF STB.  ISAAC  NEWTON AND   ME.   POPE,   AT  BATH.
THE old Egyptians hid their wit
In hieroglyphic dress, To give men pains in search of it,
And please themselves with guess.
Moderns, to hit the self-same path,
And exercise their parts, Place figures in a room at Bath:
Forgive them, God of Arts I
Newton, if I can judge aright,
All wisdom does express; His knowledge gives mankind delight,
Adds to their happiness.
Pope is the emblem of true wit,
The sunshine of the mind; Read o'er his works in search of it,
You'll endless pleasure find.